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J. BARKER begs Leave to ink the Public, he has on 
Sale upwards of 


One Hundred Thouſand Dramatic Productions, 


From the Dawn of the Hiſtrionic Art in England, to the pre- 


ſent Day, 
Forming an Aſſortment, which he may without Hazard, 
pronounce Matchleſs. 


Printing and Publiſhing with Accuracy and Diſpatch, 
on the most liberal Plan. 
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Songs, &c. 


I'N 


Si. DAY ID's DAY. © 


0. 


Owen, Ellen, and William. 


ARK the diſtant village peal 
In ſweet reſponſive ſound, 
Bids blythſome echo hither ſteal 
To cheer the Hamlet round. 
And hark, the ſweetly tinkling rill, 
And hark on ev'ry ſpray, 
The feather'd race the chorus fill 
To hail St. David's Day. 


Song. (Ellen. 
"Twas ſpring all nature gaily ſmiling, 
Grac'd the fields with many a flower, 


Mary, love in thought beguiling, 
Dearly own'd young Cupid's power. 


In penſive mood ſhe gain'd the ſpot 


Where firſt ſhe ſaw her lad ſo dear, | 
But ah! deſerted was his Cot, | 
Poor Mary ſigh'd and dropt a tear 


— 
* 

— — — 
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8 


ES 

She view'd the ſea whoſe boſom heaving 
Late the angry ſtorm had torn ; 
When many a mournful fragment leaving 

A hapleſs wreck was diſtant born? 
She ſees with pain the matter d bark, 

What breathleſs form now floats to ſhore ? 
'Tis Henry's corſe ! poor Mary, Hark ! 

That mournful cry! ſhe breathes no more. 


Song. ¶ Milliam. 

If a landſman wou'd know the true creed of a tar, 
Tell him this juſt his wiſh to belay, 

A failor believes, foul or fair, peace or war, 
'Tis all for the beſt come what may. 

His heart at humanity's poſt never nods, 
Honeſt ſympathy beams in his eye; 

In battle ſucceſsful, if not, where's the odds ? 


"+889 


He won't run, but with glory he'll die, 


I * 

His hams and relations he ſeems to forego, 

But his country new joys can impart ; 
For a true honeſt tar, don't we all of us know, 

Finds a home in each Engliſhman's heart. 
Britansia' s his M ober, his Brethren are we, 

And beſides tis with rapture I ſing, - 
That each gallant lad who for us braves the ſea, i 

Finds a Father beloy'd 1 in his King. 

| Det. 


uet. 


41. 


Duet. 7 William and Ellen.) 


Vn. Ah! why ſuppoſe deceit is nigh, 


When William is in view, 
Ah! why ſuppoſe he heaves a ſigh, 
For any fair but you? 
_ - Thoſe charms alone my heart enſlave, 
For thee my wiſhes pine, | 
I'd give up all this fide the grave, 
Cou'd I but call thee mine. 


Ellen, Ah! why with looks of love Sefuade, 


Which too ſucceſsful woe, 
Ah! why thus tempt a ſimple maid, 
Too much inclin'd to you? 
Loet honour conſecrate the band, 
Of loye 'twixt you and me. i... 
And *till a parent gives this hand, 
This heart Fl keep for thee. 
Both, Let honour conſecrate the band, 
Of love *twixt you and me, 4 
And, till a parent gives this hand, -- 
This heart I'll keep for thee. 


Song; 


{Uk 
Song. (Taffline.) 
O how Taffline hopes and fears to ſee the wiſh'd for 
day 8 
So merry blythe and cheary; 

When to church in white array d ſhe gaily trips away, 
To marry with her deary. 
Oh how fine my lad will be, 
Neat and ſpruce and all for me, 
What a charming ſight to ſee 


Taffline and her deary. | 
20 how much ſhe hopes and fears, &c. 


| : II. | 
O how ev'ry pretty girl will watch with eager eye, 
While I ſay, half crying, 
The © Tes, which to pee each my anxious 
girl does ſi oh, 


i „Howe. er foch wiſh denying. 
Thoſe who oft with ſcorn ſay nay, 
May repent the time when they 
Were aſk'd to name the wedding day, 
And were not more complying. 
O how Taffline hopes and fears, &c. 


Song. (Plimlimmon.) 
At each Inn on the Road-I good quarters cou'd find, 
At the Fleece I'd my ſkin full of ale; 
The two Folly Brewers were quite to my mind, 
At the Dolphin I drank like a whale ; 
| | | 5 Tom 


— 


r 1 
Tom Tun at the Hogsbead ſold pretty good ſtuff, 
They'd capital flip at the Boar, 


And when at the Angel I'd tippled endugh, 


I went to the Devil for more. 
H. 
Then I'd always a ſweetheart ſo ſnug at the bar, 
At the Roſe I'd a lilly ſo bright; 


Fey planets cou'd equal ſweet Nan at the Star, 


No eyes ever twinkled ſo bright; 
I've had many a hug at the fign of the Bear, 
In the Sun courted morning and noon, 
And when night put an end to my happineſs there, 
Fd a ſweet little girl in the Moon. 
. 
To ſweethearts and ale I at length bid adieu, 
Of wedlock to ſet up the ſign; F 
Hand in Hand the good woman I look for in you, 
And the Horns I hope ne'er will be mine. 


Once guard to the mail Im now guard to the fair, 


But tho' my commiſſion's laid down, 


Let while the King's Arms I'm permitted to n 


Like a Lion I'Il fight for the Crown. 


FINALE. (Welch Medley. * 


Owen. In praiſe of renown'd St. David 


Let the lads and the laſſes mingle, 
Let mirth go round, 5 
While the harp's glad ſound, 


Makes the ear of each Welchman tingle. 
Cho. Let mirth 80, &c. 


1 


Ellen. Now in jocund meaſure featly tread the: 
ground, 


And merry merry be. 


| Old T. For old care, if here he ventures to be found, 
Why what care we? | 


Cho, Nowin jocund, Kc. 


Wm, With a happy ſwain each fair one band i in 
hand, | 
Tread a ſprightly meaſure, | 
Real joy will ſtill await the Ruſtic band. 
Seeking honeſt pleaſure. 


Wat. There's Watkin, Taff and Mary, 
| There's Morgan, Win and Nell ; 
Hur knows no little fairy, 
Can caper half ſo well. 
Then tance upon St. Taffy's Day, 
For it is creat delight ; 
While in pretty notes the harp ſhall play : 
Hurſelf will tance all night, | 
Trip it I pray you now, 
Foot it I pray you now, 
Hur will caper too; 
While ſinging and laughing, 
And piping and quaffing, 
Shall make a praave to do. 


Chorus, Now in jocund, &c. | Exennt. 


— 


unt o 


Glee. (Owen, William, and Watkin.) 


/ 


COME honeſt lads, true Britons come, 


The cheering goblet paſs; 2” 
We'll drink our King, our native home, 
Each friend, and fav'rite laſs, | 
Let fortune ſmile, let fortune frown, © 
From vicious paſſion free, 


Tho ſometimes up, and ſometimes down, 


We ſtill ſhall cheerful be. - 
i 


Good fellows all, in friendſhip's band, 
United may we prove; 85 

For Britain's ſons, in Britain's land, 
Should ſtill each other love. 

Our foes may ſmile, our foes may frown, 
Let never will we wince; 

But drink ſucceſs to Britain's crown, 
Laws, People, Church and Prince, 


x e 9 Song. 


Song. Owen. (Welcb ar. | 


e yon mountain's hoary bk > 
| Mark the clouds that bind his brow; 
View yon tombs of Bardic dead, 
Men whoſe minds are living now. 


” - 
Owen once, of vice the ſlave, 
Ne'er could raiſe his look ſo high 


As yonder ſteep; each hallow'd grave, 
* Alike wou'd ſhun the guilty eye. 


„„ 
Nature, honeſt, undiſguis'd, - 
Gives to Cambria ev'ry grace, 
Juſtly be the leſſon priz'd, 
By each true ſon of Cambria's race. 


Song. ( William. ) 


Let fools follow pleaſures, 
Too certain to cloy, _ 205 
Let miſers hoard treaſures, 
They dare not enjoy 
The earth owns no bleſſing, 
Lour William can prove, 
So ſweet as poſſeſſing, 
Dear — and love. 


Th 
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II. 


Let the world ever changing, 
With falſehood abound, 
Still fix'd, never ranging, 
Shall William be found; 
With thee, what deſire 
Can tempt him to rove, 
What bliſs can reach higher 
Than Ellen and Love. 


So. Orb. ) 


Throughout the town, no girl you'll meet, 


So exquiſitely fair, 


For ſhe's genteel as Bentinck-ſtreet, 


And bright as Berkeley- ſquare. 
The various charms of Jenny's face, 
Are rich as Ludgate-hill, 
And beautiful as Portland- place, 
- Is Jane of Pentonville. 


II. 


Brilliant as Bond-ſtreet are her eyes, 


| Where Cupids make abode, 
Her voice is ſweet as London cries, 
And fine as Oxford- road; 


Plump | 


Plump as St. Paul's her blooming cheek, 
Her breath like Saffron-hill, | 
A ſweeter laſs in vain you'll ſeek, 
Than Jane of Tentonville. 


Ws R # | 0. 
F limlimmon, Taffline, « and | Dirty 


Plim. Dicky pray walk away, 
Elſe you may rue the day, 
When to Wales you came cap'ring down; 


Taff. What a lad! ſure he's mad, 


' You'd be glad, if you had, 
Linke me, heard the faſhions of the town. | 
Dicky. Sir, to you—Miſs, adieu; {Offers to kiſs.) 


Plim. If you do, black and blue, 


You'll be beat from heel to crown. 
So Dicky pray, &c. 
Dicky. Nay, pr'ythee let bim be, 
If he ſays a word to me; 


Plim. Hold your tongue, or IH knock you down 1 


Stick or fiſt, if you liſt, N 
I've a wriſt, never miſt, 8 
A coxcomb's hide to duſt; 
Look at this, if you ſco ff, 


| Dicky. No, indeed, Sir, I'm off; 


Then be gone, for go you muſt. 


This 


es as A Mae aa 


wg fy 


Taff. 
Plim. 
Plim. 
Taff. 


Plim. 
Taff. 
Plim. 


Dicky. I wiſh I was ſafely out. 
ifs ) _- Taff 1 wiſh he was ſafely out. 


Dicky. 


Dicty. 
, Plim 5 
Taff. 


(13 ) 


This cudgel's pretty ſtout, oy 5 | 
My true love thus to doubt. 


That's your way, Sir, turn about. 8 : 
Lack- a-day, 
If you ſtay, 
SGet away, 


1 obey. 


. mall kick up a monſtrous rout, "Sy 
Peter, pray, 


Will you go? 
Let him ſtay, 
No, no! 
Will it pleaſe you to walk out? 


— 
Together. 


Seng. (Old Townhy,) 


| For London is like to a mill going round, 
own; Still noiſy and ever in motion, 


Where wheels within wheels, hurry, buſtle and fonnil | 


Revolve like the waves of the ocean, 
Where fooliſh and wiſe, rich and poor herd 1 
Where fortunes are made, and men undone, 
Where money and wit are exchang'd for each other, 


This 


And this is a picture of London. 


II. Kings, 


. mi 2 
- 'Kivgs Poets ond, Stateſmen, Queens, Counſellors 
Clients, | 
In Weſtminſter Abbey lie ſnugly, 3 | 
There's St. Paul's and Guildhall, where you'd like 
the two giants, 

If they were not ſo monſtrous ugly. 
Then there's grand courts of law, and of equity too, 
If in either you chuſe to be undone ; 
For one with the other has nothing to do, 

In the very fine city of London. 


III. 


There's the Parliament-houſe and the Tower fo 
ſtrong, 
The Monument reckon'd ſo high too, 
That if it were only as broad as it's long, 
Such a building you never come. nigh to. | 
There's great folks, and ſmall folks, and ſhow folks, 
and tall folks, | 
In ſhort, there's a vaſt deal of fun done, 
There's pleaſure and pain, quite ſufficient for all folks, 
Who viſit the city of London. 


FINALE. 


too, 


r {0 


olks, 


folks, 
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FINALE. (Welch Air.) 
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_ Ow. Neighbours, come now for the honour of Wales, 


. Toſs off a Jorum of Owen's ſtout nappy, 
Dance, ſing and caper, and tell merry tales, 
For ſurely we all were ſent here to be 3 4 
014 7. Gwinneth and I will firſt couple advance, 
Mix in the throng, as you foot it ſo clever, 


And join in the ditty, and keep up the dance, : 


To the tune of Huzza! and St. David for ever! 
Cho. Neighbours, come, &c. 


II. | 55 
Will. William ſincerely may hail the glad day, 
Safe from the dangers and toils of the ocean, 


To love, who from Neptune bore William away, 
_ He'll ever bow down with the pureſt devotion. 


Ellen, Ellen with pleaſure gives William conſent, 


Her heart to ſecure by honeſt endeavour, 


In hopes that affection, good humour, content, 


Will be William's and Ellen's for ever and erer. 
Cho, Neighbours, &c. 5 


III. Dicky. 


III. : ' 4 : 
4s WE; XNA 
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Dicky. Dicky for PIN to 1 muſt go back, 
Tho' ſweethearts in Wales there appear to be plenty; 


off Amang our ſmart girls, Mr. Dicky, good lack, 
Can't your woety pick out a laſs to content ve T 


4 3 — — 


Peter. Peter to Taffline * his hand, 7 
Take it at once, for 'tis nonſenſe to Um 

A match when it offers, no maid ſhou'd withſtand, 
Nor any live Ringer byt thoſe who can't mary. 


1 on Mn, & c. 
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